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Summary: Chris is a lazy secruity guard who is always getting into 
trouble, find out how he escapes the Alien infested Black Mesa 
alive 


1 . A rude awakening 

The vending machine made a load bleep noise as the secruity guard 
stood up in shock, he turned round and saw he'd cracked the glass 
when he'd leaned on it, and know the damn thing woudnlt shut up, 
Chris, just a normal secruity guard in black Mesa, But could be 
spotted from a mile away if you was walking down a corridoor, he 
never wore a helmet, and wore short sleeves instead of long. He was 
more easier to make out then all the "Barneys" as he called the other 
guards, they all looked the same, it surpirsed him they even could 
tell themselvs apart form the others. 

He looked back at the bleeping thing and he sighed, "Shut up ya 
little shit" and thumped the thing, this only made all the glass 
smash and made the thing bleep loader, he felt himself go red, a fat 
secruity guard looked up to him and tutted, Chris turned round and 
said "Otis, make it shut up.", "What was you tryna do, steal the 
dortios again..? cause remember what happened last time, you got your 
hand stuck an.." "All right.." Chris Muttered, it brought back bad 
memroys, he still had scars up his arm from it. 

After Otis made the thing stop bleeping he walked up to the same 
window where he could see a man in a orange suit thing, climbing on 
top of a ladder, "He looks like a right prat.." he muttered and 
walked back over to the vending machine, he was about to lean against 
it against, the Glare from Otis who was just walking out the room 
made him think twice. He sighed. Leaned against the wall, and soon 
nodded off. 


2. Headcrabs and Closets 



Chris was awoken with another load "BANG", "I NEVER EUCKING TOUCHED 
YOU!" He screamed at the Machine but he saw it wasn't the machine 
that made the bang, the ceiling did, bits of the walls and the roof 
was coming off and banging against the floor, Chris being a lazy 
non-caring guy. Just stood and starred, "Who ever made this place 
needs to be fired..." He herd another noise behind like electricity 
then a bang. He spun round to see what looked a Potato on legs, the 
top of its body was a reddish colour and was coming right towards was 
soon at his foot, "Beat it" Chris muttered and kicked the poor thing 
across the room, this was followed by a splat and a squeal of pain, 
as the thing dropped to floor, dead, "Weird son a bitch.." Chris 
muttered to himself, he wondered what was going on, why was 
everything breaking..?? Was he going to get blamed for it..? He 
usually did... His thoughts were interrupted by more of lightning 
like noises and weird grunting noises coming closer and closer, he 
turned round to see at least 10 of the potato like monsters running 

towards him, " AHHHHHHHH" And he ran being followed by the army 

of Head threw a door open and ran inside slamming it shut behind him, 
it was pitch black, all he could hear was his own panting and 
something making a buzzing noise, "Probably .. pant .. a .. pant 
electricity box.." he soon caught his breath and realised the 
"Buzzing" was acutely growling and it getting closer to him, he spun 
round to see the thing making the noise was a big as him, but its 
head was a strange shape, it had 3 long claws and seemed to be pain.. 
"Shit.." he said, then ran to door screaming "LEMMIOUT LEMMI 
OUT! ! ! ! !" He was in to much shock to realise he could just open the 
door, as the monster was about to strike him over the head a bang 
came from the door, and a crow bar smashed through the door, "Huh..?" 
Chris though, was it another one of these things..? he also noticed 
that the light had soon on the monster, it was wearing a science lab 
coat, and had the weird little "Head crab" Monster on its 
head. . 


End 
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